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| Methoughts in Helicon's cool Shade I lay, 

Where the Caſtalian River flows away; 

| A. ] Sung of Conqueſt, and of Albion's Kings, 
And to our Britiſh Hero's tund my Strings: 
Methoughts I told the Norman Conquerors Toils, 
And the Third Edward, Rich with Gallick Spoils. 
When Great Apollo, Lighting from the Skies, | 
Thus ſeem'd to Check my lofty Enterprize. = | 
Avoid, raſh Youth, the Coy Heroick Muſe, | 
And ſome more humble Subje& rather chooſe ; 

Th Sickly Fancy kindly Diſcommend, 

Of Toung Amintor, your good Country Friend. e 
Then ſwift the Viſion fled, and I awoke, ie 
And weighing what I dreamt Apollo ſpoke, 

Reſoly'd to try if I could change your Mind, 
Since to the Town you are ſo much inclin c. 


Y Dear Amintor, on a Summer's Day, | 


I Grieve, Amintor, in your Country Seat, WS 
To hear you like the Pleaſures of the Great, KH 
And weary grow of that ſecure Retreat. 
Propitious Heav'n has \plac'd you far from Town, 
Among the ſhady Groves at Bellington; | 
Where andiſturb'd, at Liberty you Reign 
A little Monarch o'er the Rural Plain. 
Approach, Amintor, and you'll ſoon perceive, 

hat {mall Delight this famous Town can give. 
A wand'ring Travellor from far Eſpy'd 
The loity Pyramids, old Ægypt's Pride; 


A 2 With 
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With vaſt Amazement, on the Pile he gaz d, 

And oft the Fabrick, of the Builder, Prais d: 

It look'd ſo Noble as he onward Rode, 

He took it for ſome Kings, or Gods Abode; 

But as he entred, ſoon rhe Mortal found 

Nothing but ſeatter d Bones lay all around: 

A Royal Charnel-Houſe, where Monarchs lay, 
Moulder'd to Duſt, and Undiſtinquiſh'd Clay. 

The Town a-far, may ſeem a pleaſing Good 

To you that Drink of Aged Humber's Flood; 

But were you here, you'd find the Cirer's Voice 
Can Charm, when diſtant, but when near, Deſtroys: 

London! The Source and Nurſery of Sin 

Is Lovely all without, Deformity within. 

Look round the Habitable World, you'll find 

No Folly ſtarted but tis here refin'd, 

Our Duels, and our Dreſs, to Swear and Dance, 

And Keep our Words we Learn from Neighbour France, 

In Italy, Poor Sodow's fatal Vice 

Of Loving Smock-Fac'd Boys, firſt took it's Riſe: 

Pleas'd with the new- found Sin, we fooneſt prove, 

Our ſelves as fit as They for Beaſtly Love: 

Now ev'ry Rakiſh Debanchee can Boaſt, 

An Hylas, or Adonis, for his Toaſt. 

The topeing G on the ſwelling Rhine, 

Firſt taught us to Carouſe | in Bowls of Mine. 

Pride and Ingloriòug Eaſe we Learn'd from Spain, 
From greedy Holland, Love of filthy Cain. 

Then fly to Lapland, or Remote Japan, 

To *. Ganges, or to Surinam 3 

Where bare-faced Honeſty is often found, 

Since London does with Knaves and Fools abound. 


If I alone were able to Expoſe 

The Multitude of Fools that London knows, 
Whole Legions of Cocquets, and Crowds of Beans. 
Then ſhould the Stateſman, with his formal Face, 
Be told in Publick how he got his Place ; 


9 


( 

The Favorite, for a common Curſe ſhould paſs; 
The Poet, a Buffon ; the Fop an Aſs; 

The Drunken Clergyman, could be a Sot, 

And the Fanatick Prieſt ſhould Taik by Rote. 
Bur yet ſome Characters I will * 
Firſt with the B'Vs you muſt acquainted grow. 


See fair Horatia, ſprung of Noble Blood, 
That looks ſo Modeſt, Innocent and Good, 
Is as Imperial Meſſalina Lewd; 
And as the Empreſs to the bel came, 
To quench the heat of her Adult rous Flame . 
So may you ſee Horatia all alone, 
This Chaſte Horatia, ev'ry Night at one, 
Panting with Luſt, into the Stables run; 
While handiom Celadon deſpairing Dies, 
The Brawny Coachman bears away the Prize. 


A feria in the Play-Houſe often Mourns 


E ſſex his Fate, and S ghs, and Weeps by turns: 2 
She Curſes Nottinghaw s baſe Treachery, 


And Swoons to lee th Unhappy Favou'rite Nie. 
Bur why, Aſteria, muſt you melt in Tears, 

For one that has been Dead this Hundred 1 
For W-—- yon ſuffer, W—-s that Plays the Part, 
For Him you feel the Sympathizing Smarr. 

In Vain; a Player has. the Players Heart, 

Take Mzlo then, A ſteria 1 in your Heat, 

Huge luſty Milo, that ne' er Play'd a Cheat. 

But hold, the Swordſman, with his ſcarry Face, 

Is juſt now ſent for, by her Hot-Taild Grace. 
There's Bromus ſill, the Executioner, 

And Sooty Maurus, with his Woolly Hair, 

They're Young, and broad of Back, and promiſe well, 
Of Death the firſt ſhall mind thee, this of Hell. 


Who "M s; that Young Ceſonia's common Grown? 
'Tis Mp and Falſe, ſhe's True to One, 


— rn, Ugly, ; . 


; 


Chilax 


CE) 
Chilax ſhe hates, the Witty and the Gay 
For whom a thouſand Beauties figh all Day, ; 
And on a Monſter throws her ſelf away. 
What fatal Planets over Women Rule, 
Since they negle& the Wit, and take the Fool! 


And always did the Trick for Half a Crown; 
Not George or Falconbridge are better Known. 
Now ſhe beholds her yellow wither'd Looks, 

She changes Novels for good Pious Books; 
Forſakes the Muſick-Meetings, and the Plays, 
And, fince ſhe cann't be Wicked, Sighs and Prays. 
The Strumpet thinks her Soul is worth the Saving, 
When no one thinks her Body worth their having. 
Wiſely ſhe throws away, in Pious Rage, 

Her Paint and Patches in a good Old Age; 
And fhows the World, at laſt, ſhe muſt Repent, 
When Wrinkles force the Whore to be a Saint. 


Cloe was once the Common'ſt Whore in Town, 2 


Each Man of Honour for Tr  Grieves; 
The beſt good Husband, with the worſt of Wives. 
This falling Eve, fo Laviſh of her Charms, 
Acting Unlawful Love in 0——'s Arms; 

Tho* Generous Tr—— could forgive, 
And the Fair Falſe-one once again Receive; 
But this Eloping is a Charming Exil, 
And ſhe, poor thing, cou d n't reſiſt the Devil. 
Away the Prodigal Adult reſs flies; 
And in anothers Bed Inſulting Lies: | 


"Tis then ſhe leaves the Fond Deluded Man, 

When all his Lands and Tenements are gone. 

True Woman's Conſtant Gratitude, to hate OY 
The Husband, when ſh'has ſpent his whole Eſtate, 


Who ever ſaw a Bluſh in L——'s Cheeks; 
So fam'd for Lewdneſs, and her Mid-Night Freaks? 
Is there a Night ſhe miſſes being Drunk; 

A. Gaming, Swearing, Singing, Common Punk ? 


Her 


Her tallow Face, bad Shape, black Teeth, flat Noſe, 
Have made her Dſpicable with the Beaun  _ 
They Nauſeate her; but ſtill the Strumpet takes 
Among the Bullies, and the Naſty Rakes. 


The Chaſteſt Lady among all the Fair, 
With Envy heard Cæcilia's Character: 
Ten thouſand. Lovely Bluſhes came and went, 

In that fweet Face, which ſeem'd ſo Innocent: 

The Gay, the Modiſh, Gallant, eager flies, 

To view the Luſtre of her Killing Eyes. 

Cromus and Myron, in their Coaches come, 
And cry her up the beſt in Chriſtendom. —_ 

In vain they ſtrive the Virgin to ſeduce, 

With whincing Songs, and ſenſeleſs Billetdopx. 
Only a Duke could win the Charming Fair; _ 

A George and Garter, was her only Care, . 

The Mask, ſhe had with ſuch impatience ware, © 
Goes off, and ſhe appears a Glorious Whore. © 
Wich an unuſual boldneſs plays her Trick, 
And Rides Triumphant in her Coach and Six. 
Now foremoſt in the Rank for Lewdneſs ſtands, 
From Northern Falconbridge to Betty Sande. 


What will you ſhaw her the Nobility ? < 
The Girl bas Vertue, Sir, and Modefly, x 
Fly, Madam. Why that Equipage and Coach, | 
Can all the Virtue in the Town Nebauch! 
| Grandure and We lh, fill bear the greateſt Sway; 
But ſome for Rhiniſh throw themſelves away. 
That Husband will have Horns upon his Head, 
Whoſe Wife Loves Fencullette and Anniſeed. 
This Fortune ſome haye found by Nantx, and ſome 


Fly, Madam, wich your Daughter 5 quickly fly * : 


© 
» 


% C1 
. x ha 


 Panthea once, zuſt on the point to yield F 
To ſighing Strephoy, thus her Mind reyeal'd; 


Allnring 


„ 
Aluring Diamonds, Pearl, and Tempting Gold, 
Are + by have often Greedy Women Fool d: 
But O fond Youth, if you would win Panthea, 
Give her a healing Quart of Ratiſia; 
And ſoon the Nymph Enjoy'd her dear Delight, 
She Drunk all Day, and Bleſs'd the Swain at ihe, 


See Pious Bibula, how ſhe Puffs and Blows; 
What Pains ſhe takes to ſhow her Scarlet Noſe? 
This Hand the Bottle, that the Prayer-Book holds; 
With this the Matron Drinks, with that * Scolds: : 4 
For over-taken in a Godly Rage, N | 2 
She takes to task the Follies of the Age, : 
Says Drunkenneſ. s is grown a Sin too Common, n 
"Tis Prafiic'd all day long by Man and W oman. 
That Ratifia is a Heli Liquor, 1 
And ſould Exorcis' d be by ? ariſh Vicar ; 2 
Tet 'tis ſo much in Vogue, 3 ſhe aftaid-is, . Yn 
At laſt it will be taken by the Ladies. 9 
Cries, Paint s Idolatrous, and as ſhe Speaks, 1 
The Red runs trickling down her furrow d Checks. J 
Then on a ſudden Swears, There is no ſparing =_ 
Melanthe, ſince ſb'has got the Trick of Swearing. | A 
Thus ſhe runs on, in this Reforming Mood 9 
Is Bibula moſt Infamouſly Good. 
At length the Fumes up to her Head aſcend; 
She Sleeps, and all ber Preaching's at an End. 


Doating c in her talking Fit, 
Tells me, Her Eldeft Son's a Perfect Wit: 
He Reads and Wr rites; and is but juſt Thirteen, 
A thing that's rarely, very rarely ſeen, 
She fears that Death will ſnatch the forward Boy ; 
Her only Comfort, and his Fathers Foy. 
Jemmy, y, Come hither, Where's your Bow my Dear? 
— Twenty Miles ſu uppoſe from hence to Ware: 
How many bak? Twenty. D. ye mind * Sir? 


— —— 
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His Apprehexifints quick, his Reaſons ſtrong; 
Madam, Ill warrant you the Child Lives long. 


Memnon and Sylwia, lead a merry Life, 
A whoring Husband, and a wanton Wife; 
They help each other in their Amorous Trade, 
For ſhe Lies with his Man, he with her Maid. 


We hear Druſilla, in her Morning Dreſs, 
Complain of Vapours, and her want of Reſt; 
Her Stomach fails her, and her Eyes grow Dim, 
She feels a racking Ach in ev ry Limb; 

She tries her Old Receipts to eaſe her Pain, 
And get an Appetite, but all in Vain: 
She wonders then what can the reaſon be. 


Alas, Druſilla, be advis d by me; 
Thy F ace is wither d, and thy Teeth are gone, 


Do as thy Grand- Mother, before has done, ; 1 
And thy old Mother, Die at Seventy One, 5 


In ſilence I can ne et . — Sapbo by. 
To ſilence ſure the greateſt Enemy. 


Sapho the firſt. in all the Female. Throng, 
Of thoſe that have no Continence of Tongue; 


To that Degree: -with Words ſhe does abound, 
Like Echo, ſhe 1s nothing elſe but Sound. 


The roaring; Canon, or the Thunders N viſe, 
Can't ſtop the Rapid Torrent of her _ 
Old Shakeſpear's Wit, Judiciouſly ſhe weighs, 
And gives her Judgement. of our Modern Playes. 
She thinks the Spartan Hero too unkind, 
When a fair Lady plainly {peaks her Mind. 
Then Aureng-Zebe ſhe Loves, and ſays that Rhyme, 
Is more to be obſerv d then Place or Tine. 
With what Delight, ſhe hears Armida Rage 
For loſt Rinaldo: > And turns down the Page. 
Good Sapho wear a Gown, and in the H Hall, 
Scold with old L——, or with D Bawl, 


G Reſt 
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They're ky intirely now at 3 
Ceaſe, good Narriſſ 16; Pray theſe thoughts forbear ; 5 


( wy ) - 4 
Reſt ſecure, Madam, of the Court's Applauſe; nl 
Your Lungs are able to obtain the Cauſe. 
Amintor, ſuch as theſe St. Jamers y s yields, 
Theſe are the B'lls, we find in Li ter- Felde; 
Such in Pell- mell, Where Noble 0 reſides, 
And Quality, and ſomething elſe befides. 


Into the Affectation, Vanity, 
With all the Fopperies of the Female Fry ? 
To Town, if you can F ancy ſuch as theſe, 


If the Heratis 8 and rie 8 * 


Now let us ſee what Fops our own Sex ſhows, 
— the Poet, * Conceited Beaus. 


Emp pty Narciſſus, to the Play-EHou ſe comes, 


By fits is ſilent, talks, fits down and hums : 


He ſhows in the Side-Boxes and the Pir, 
Exceſs of Vanity, and Want of Wit, 
Behold him at his flattering Looking-Glaſs, 


In Love with his abominable Faces: 85 
This Face, lays he, What Lady can withſtand? } 


What mayn't 1 hope to tonch with this white Hand ? 


my Command. 


For to whatever's Handſome, Lovely, Fair, 
Of all God's Creatures, thou haſt feaſt Pretence; : 
Thy Looks are Killing i in another Senſe: _ 
And if thy full Peruke ſhou'd chance to fail, 
Truſt . elle, ty Face wil ne er preyail. 


The next is Co nus, wh ne "trouble ſpares, 
To put on killing Looks, and tender Airs: 


He thinks his Coat beda wien With Gold, has Charms 


To make a Counteſs take him in her Arms. 


Then he affects a fort of LESSON 
z You d Swear you neyer ſaw eg A * 


But I muſt take my Leave, for who would Pry 2 : 


: . 
He at, a wore will Kind and Ni 422 Ben 
HShe, 150 you Bleed, regardleſs ſees 

and then he told, how H lus us d to Pleaſe 


(mn) 


And if a Lady meets his Ogling Eyes, 

He ſtrait concludes for Love of him ſhe Dies. 
This tender thing abhors a Naked Sword, 

"Tis true, he Breeches wears, and has a Beard, 
Has Travel d, ſeen the Louvre and Verſailes, 
Or I had plac d the Beau among the Bl. 


„He with a Comely Mein, and Flowing Hair, 
Is H a Deſpiſer of the Fair, 
In S— he Places all his Joy, 


And Swears that Woman's an inſi bid Toy y. 


W. boring, ſays he, 's an Ont-of-Faſ ion Sport, 
Low'd in the Conmry, and Deſpis'd at Court. 
What freeborn Spirit would to Woman boy ? 
The Vaineſt, moſt Inſulting thing we know. 


| What Man of Senſe, would deign to Stoop ſo low? 


Firſt you muſt bear the fair ones Cruel Prior, 
Muſt often Ack, and often be Deny d; 

For Anger Bite your Inoffenſeve ge Nails, 

And Stamp when e er your Tyrant Miftreſ, s Fails, 
Once I, forgotten be the Cur ed Day, 

On Prond Neriſſa threw 4 Sigh away. 

In Vain with Oyntments, I my Hair Perfum 4; 
In Vain I ſtrove to Pleaſe, in Vain Preſum'd 


= ſhew my Paſſi zon, and expreſs my Love; 


For nothing that I n, her Mind cou d nove; 
Since which I Swore Jewoutly to maintain 
Perpetual Diſcord with the Fanale Train, 

Let him I hate ſome E. Be atlore,. | 

May ſhe be Dull, II- N. „ and 4 Whore; 


But thou, my Friend, chooſe har ome Lovely Boy, 


A Noble Fs don, ** a Man 


1 


Fowes God-like Som; London Hercules. 


Strange Shame, ye Gods, when Man and Man Cambine 


In hy Loye, Fromiſenouſly to joyn / 


| 
| 
| 


(n2) 
For ever Curs'd be their Unnatural Fire; 


May they conſume with Luſt and hor Deſire. 
In ſome Vile Bogg-Houſe quench their wretched Flame, 


And Die Unpitried, = without a Name. 
'The next 1s Poſt :dippus, out of Breath, 


Like a Phyſician upon Lie and Death; 


Strange Newes he brings concerning Catinat, 
He heard it from a Miniſter of State; 
Prince Eugene has at laſt contriv'd a Bridge, 


By ſtratagem unknown Croſs the Adige, 


And paſs d the River with a mighty Force/, 
Full fifty thouſand Foot, and forty thouſand Horſe. 


The Emperour will Milan quickly gain, 


He's fourſcore thouſand Strong upon the Rhine, 1 1 


And in a Year or two will Conquer Spain. 


But on the other ſide, Hermippus Walks 
With triſtful Phiz; 2 in this manner Talks: 


Sad News, my Maſters, We are all Ondone, 


The French have Holland almoſt Ower-run 

Maeſtricht's Beſieg ieg d, the Portugueſe have made 
A League with 3 and Venice will, tis ſaid. 
A Fleet of Ships was ſeen a League or more, 


From Dover Caſtle, near the Kentiſh Shoar. 


He thinks that Beufflers, with a mighty Hoſt, 


Will quickly be upon the Britiſh Cooft, 


Inſipid Coxcombs, how they din our Ears? 


That with Vain boaſting, this with groundleſs Fears. 


Now let us ſearch the Tribe e 
And ſee if they are all Spiritual. 

Firſt, S——s Brawny Prelate ſhall appear, 
With Sanctif'd Grimace, and Godly Leer: 


View well this off- {p1 pring of the High-Land Race, 


And mark his Roguiſh Look, and Hanging Face :- 
You'll Judge him of the true Geneva Brood, 

He is ſo Hy poctitically Good. ; 

The . whining Accent, and the drawling Tone, 
Have ſtill the Rank Fanatick always ſhown. 

So ſly's his Countenance, his ways ſo Odd, 

That when he Prays, Jous 15 think he Cheats his God. 


His 


(13) 
His Mother School'd him in his tender Years, 
And thus exprels'd her ſelf with Zealous Tears. 
By Scotland's Kirk, my Boy, Devoutly ſtand, 
"Tis Mine, and 'twas thy Fathers laſt Command; 
In that, Deer Child, thou Proſperouſly ſhalt Love, 
And by moſt Righteons Cheating always Thrive: 
Swear not, tis Antichriſtianity ; 
But if you Lye, do it Religio ſly. 
Be well "Aﬀetled to no Engliſh Reign; 
Tet never break your Promiſe — for Gain. 
To Biſhops Swear Eternal Enmitie : 


But O, my hopefull Son, if thay canſt be 
A Biſkop, take the Profitable See ; 


To ſhow to Scotland, you remain ſincere, 
Lawn Sleeves, their Holy Badge, Pray newer wear, 


The Beldam ended, and the Urchin bow'd, 
Then Learn'd to Pray Extempore aloud ; 


A faithful and eons Son he proves, 


Lawn he abhors, tis Holland that he Loves. 


Old W——r skill'd in deep Chronolog gy, 
And hidden Times, methinks I yonder ſee. 
There's nothing that 8 Impertinent or Vain, 

But what he Labours to acquire with Pain. 

He knows the Vear that Babel was begun, 

And Names the Man that lay'd the Corner Nane 
Can tell exactly, to a very Day, 

When David with Uriah's Conſort lay; 

Who knows like him the fam'd Olympick Courſe, 
Or tells the Marks of Alexanders Horſe? 


Semiramis, ſays he, upon the Throne, 
Was tthen by the Perſians for her Son, bf 


ho then was Dead: Now tell me, if you can, 


If he like Woman look d, or ſhe like Man. 
A weighty Queſtion! worthy the Debate 


Of a Grey Bearded Counſellour of State. 


My Lord, Pray leave theſe Trifles, if you Pleaſe ; 


Think on ”_ Calling, _ your Dioccks 


For 


_ . ——— 


(14 * 
For matchleſs Dullneſs 3 in Religion, 
Take C— B p and rh' B—p's Son, 


For Pointed Satyr in Divinity, 
Grave $4— deſerves Superiority. 


For a large Conſcience, go to Gl——r Hall, 


Ask at the Lodgings for the Prone, 


For he, like many of the Churches Sons, 


More than his own, the Nation's Sins bemoans. 
When he holds forth; Repent, the Pulpit ſounds; 
Inherit Glory and Eternal Crowns, | 

Bur Lives as if he Fancy'd Temporal Ones. 

Then he's a Latin Poet, and what's more, 


By Greek and Hebrew proves the Pope a | Whore, | 
To a Dark Room confine the Hot-Brain d Fool, 


Ar home 1 in his Gl 2 Grecian School. 


But De A—h, ſhan't forgotten * 


Among the Crowd, with his Red Fi iery Face; 


No Rakiſh Prieſt in Country, or in Town, 
Is more a Scandal to the Clergy's Gown. 


The Divine Catch-maker has always been, 


A Ranting C u, and a Drinking P. A 

One while he's Chymiſt, Theologue, Logician; 4 

Now an Anatomiſt, then a Muſician; 

And from Corell: and Baſſani ſteals, 

What skillful Purcel to the World als, 

An Anthem now, and now a Song he (ets; 

He's nothing long, and every thing by Fits. 

But whatſoe' er his Whimfical Deſign, 

We find him ſtill moſt Conſtant in as Wine. 

Who that ſhould hear him in his Muſick room, 

ww d think the Man of God in Chrifieadogic? 
, thou'rt a Toper, merrily reſounds, 

And tick d for Claret generouſly abounds. 


Then Italy s Unwedded Clergy's Heat ; 
In him is "ml Predominantly « Great, | 


Ill. 


En 
Hb-manner'd, Awkard, P—g's Sneaking Phiz, 
OE Merry Singing Doctor ſatisfies. 

d he hugs, his Dear Lov'd Natural Child, 
* oft Defiling, and ſo oft Defil d: 

With what averſi on we behold the Sor, 
Bugger the Baſtard which he once begot ! 


The Poet's, who Caſtalian Water Swill, 
Have next the Labour of my weary Quill : 
Theſe are a Drug, and Pegaſus is grown 
The meaneſt Hackpey Fade about the Town. 
Men, Boys, and Women, now are Poets; ſcarce 


One that has Learn d to Write, Wit Writes in Verſe, 


For Wit af Learning I would Gr— 
A Noble Patron, with a Noble Muſe. 8 
There's none like him, has thoſe prevailing Arts 
Jo Charm the Ladies, and to Conquer Hearts: 
The Fair C bryteis, in Heroick Love, 
More than in Homer, does our pity move; 
In him we firſt faw iBerce Achilles Rage, 
But now we ſee him Greater. on the $ tage, 
C in Vain, in Fragick Buskinc try d 


To pleaſe the Criticks with his Mourning Bride; "I 


For who the Devil knows where all the $ enſe | is, 
In the Epiſtle to our Royal Princeſs? 

Or who is ſo much a Philoſo pher, 

To tell the meaning of his 1 Ao - 

Let him forſake the lofty Tragick Scene, 

And the Dull Town with Humour Entertain ; 
For the Old Batchelor, without a Plot, A 
Will Live, when the Poor Mourning-Bride' s forgot. 


What Man of Senſe, has Patience to fate 
The heavy Flights of Bl 8 humble Muſe? 
Twou d make one Sick to Read the Godly Speech; : 
I wonder how his Heroes Learn to Preach. h 


—lle chooſe, | 


(16). 
He follows Phebxs in his double Trade, A . Ad. 
And is in both moſt exquiſitely bad; N 75 


If we eſcape his Phyſick, and his Pills, 
Thoſe r the Doctor ſpares, the Poet kills. 


C——# with a feeble Pace and hoary Hairs, 
Has juſt out-Liv'd his Wit by twenty Years. 


And D .y too, has loſt the knack to P gals 
His Ancient Clapping Friends, the Galleries. 
Farce was his Talent; but, alas! In that 
He has of late appear d Unfortunate. 

Quit all Pretenſions to Dramatick Bays, 
And by ſome meaner way ſeek little Praiſe; 
Confine thy ſelf to Senſeleſs Anagram, 75 
Sing Blowzabella, or Scotch Sawney's Flame; 
But if you needs muſt venture on the stage, 
Draw thy own Character, and I'll Engage, 
When others fail, that will divert the Age. 
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Enough; for it were endleſs to Repeat, 
All thoſe that on Parnaſſus claim a, Seat. 
And M X, G- 1, I T, , (hall be 
Forgotten now, and in Futurity. 
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